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Abstract 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This document examines the work in my MFA thesis exhibition.  The objects in that 
installation address specific socio-aesthetic sites of class and power.  The personal and 
cultural narratives examined here further explain the objects’ symbolic potential. 
 
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
	  
 
 
 
 
Boomin’ Words from Hell, 2012 
 
 
 
 
 
1. Boomin’ Words from Hell 
 
 
 
To be exact, there are three main components to the work - a gray 1989 Pontiac Sunbird 
rear passenger door, Rust-Oleum® gloss black spray paint, and an organic navel orange.  
The orange prevents the window from being rolled all the way up.  The door is hung, as 
if open, from the gallery wall.  The impetus for this work came from a real car, and an 
imagined car.   
 
 Real car:  
One night I was smoking a cigarette on my roof when a car full of carefree young people 
drove past.  A young lady on the back passenger side was smoking a cigarette with her 
wrist dangling out of the window.  Only her hand was visible under the yellow 
streetlamps.  The window was rolled up three quarters of the way, blocking my view of 
the rest of her body.  Somehow, the moment stopped and became a hyper-real cinematic 
vignette.  There was a body, a gaze, and a window.  The precipice between inside and 
outside is an issue I deal with in painting, so I decided to make an object about the 
precariousness of a body in between movement and stasis.  A few days later, I went to the 
junkyard in search of the perfect car door.  I found a gray one with a red racing stripe, 
black velvet interior, and a roll-up window. 
 
 
Imagined Car:  
 
Janelle told me a story once about a group of her friends who had a car with the windows 
spray-painted black.  They would drive around listening to Esham’s “Boomin’ Words 
from Hell.”  On that darkly campy album, Esham raps about drugs, violence, and devil-
worship.  Piling into a car with blacked out windows and listening to horror-core devil 
rap is bombastic, and I wish I could have seen it.  Like the record, their stunt was both 
funny and dangerous. 
 
On the album, which was released in 1989 (Esham was thirteen) he refers to the streets 
of Detroit as “Hell.”  The cover looks like it could have been made in Esham’s junior 
high school art class.  There is a photograph of him in a black hood standing in front of a 
field of fiery Hell.  The flames look like they were drawn with crayons.  Perhaps the most 
curious aspect of the album cover is the slight color difference between the left and right 
side of Esham’s body.  The right side is slightly more magenta than the left, with a subtle 
line bisecting him.   The split image of the body reminded me of the car with the 
smoking hand. 
   
For this piece, a real-time experience catalyzed a chain of overlapping associations, both 
with people and with painting.  Esham raps about the societal effects of economic failure.  
As a brand, Pontiac is emblematic of failed Fordist models.  Within these circumstances, 
fragile human bodies are at stake.  The naval orange becomes a body, as well as a color 
that compliments the car’s paint job.  
    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Esham, Boomin’ Words from Hell, 1989 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Artist Unknown, Fayum Mummy and Portrait, ca. 2nd century A.D. 
 
 
2. An Invisible Ambulance 
 
When Michael Jackson died, I was morbidly searching for images of his corpse on the 
Internet.  None of my searches resulted in much substance except for one thing, a 
YouTube video of an ambulance backing out of his estate, presumably containing his 
corpse.  Suddenly, an ordinary ambulance contained possibly the most recognizable body 
on the planet.  The ambulance functioned as a medium between two worlds, blocking 
access to the spectacle, leaving only sublime darkness.   
 
It was Michael Jackson’s image, one that is readily available otherwise, that was being 
replaced by the images of a moving ambulance.  The back of the ambulance even 
resembled a face with its symmetry of stripes and small windows for eyes.  I started to 
imagine this form as a mobile, modern sarcophagus, connecting it to the Fayum mummy 
portraits.  The uncanny is accessible through the body/image collapse when we look at a 
mummy with a naturalistically painted face.   As paintings, ambulances and sarcophagi 
are doubly abstract, both inside and out. 
 
The ambulance is a perfect painting now.  It is an object that is persistently mobile, and 
its job is to command attention. It is a symbol of injury, but also of a persistent will to 
live.  The back of an ambulance is a big rectangle with bright colors that is designed to be 
optically striking.  It is an abstraction of a problem.   And like with Michael, the problem 
is representation. 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
Michael Jackson’s Ambulance, 2009 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Hoodies, 2012 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
3. 
 
Coca-Cola and XL white hoodies from Walmart. 
∞∞∞ 
 
Here we literally consume the logic of power.   
∞∞∞ 
 
Churches are also designed to overwhelm the body, so that a dogma can be internalized. 
∞∞∞ 
 
Neither exists as itself once they’re combined. 
∞∞∞ 
 
Based on one of Paul Thek’s teaching notes “Design a black mass out of any materials 
you can find,” I improvised a consumer ritual. 
∞∞∞ 
 
In one of the parking lots you might find a sticker of a black metal album called “Black 
Mass” with hooded figures performing a ritual.      
∞∞∞ 
 
White XL hoodies from Walmart, soaked in soft drinks for twenty-four hours each.  
∞∞∞ 
 
Regeneration rituals need blood, but we’ve got beverages instead.   
∞∞∞ 
 
Products turned into GHOSTS of products. 
∞∞∞ 
 
To inundate is the logic that we seem fully conscious of through seemingly endless 
stations of products.  
∞∞∞ 
 
blk® is marketed as a health drink that can be found at Elwood’s. It may or may not have 
healing properties.   
∞∞∞ 
 
While shopping at Walmart and Elwood Thompson’s local market, I imagined the aisles 
as stations of a late-capitalist cross. 
∞∞∞ 
 
Notes on A Black Mass at Ellwood Thompson’s Local Market. 
∞∞∞ 
 
Sometimes it’s the urge to release the productive potentials trapped inside a product; 
sometimes, it’s simply the joy of wasting them. 
∞∞∞ 
 
By design, both stores ritualize their consumers’ bodies to move through them efficiently, 
while also overwhelming them, so that their desires take over and they buy more. 
∞∞∞ 
 
The hoodie is something I wear on my body, and the coke is something I put inside my 
body, a cloak and a Eucharist.     
∞∞∞ 
  
 
Both stores contain all of the basic necessities to keep a modern body alive, plus many 
superfluous non-necessities.  
∞∞∞ 
 
I project my image onto the products as I scrutinize them, determining whether or not I 
want them inside me. 
∞∞∞ 
 
Consumption is based on the internalization of objects, we consume the objects in order 
to make them “real,” just for the fun of it I eat myself in order to be “real.” 
∞∞∞ 
 
These banshees persist. 
 
 
 
Besatt, Black Mass 2006 
 
4. House Uninhabited 
These images were taken from uglyhousephotos.com, a blog dedicated to satirically 
criticizing examples of failing real estate photography.  The images fail because they  
project “undesirable” subjectivities, when they are meant to be receivers of “optimistic 
future” projections. The real-estate market inspires its consumer to buy property that 
signifies class and wealth.  The contemporary art market does the same, but often 
through inverse signifiers of dis-function and trauma, particularly through modernist 
painting.  So, in an ironic turn, these photos make for desirable artworks, despite the 
undesirability of the real spaces they depict. 	  	  	  	  	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
	  
 
 
 
                      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
House Uninhabited, ongoing digital image collection 
 
 
 
 
 
5. Hooch, Hooches, Hooch’s 
 
Ray is the central character in Barry Hannah’s novel Ray.  His neighbors, the Hooch 
family, are his muses.  Ray served in Vietnam, where shacks and huts were referred to as 
“hooches.”  The beautiful filth of the Hooches is persistent and unapologetic.  Here I’ve 
grouped together sentences containing the words Hooch, Hooches, or Hooch’s, from the 
novel, and presented them in no particular order. 
 
 
*** 
 
 
The Hooches have lived in CM(Constant Misery), and now their first claim to fame is dead. 1 
 
The woman I love and that I used to meet in the old condemned theater and we would wander 
around looking at the posters and worshipping the past, I just called her Sister like her parents, 
the Hooches, did. 
 
I have seen the moon make an opaque ghost of the backyard, and I have seen the  
Hooch animals roam out into it, smelling the life of themselves. 
 
Where the Hooches buried Oscar in the backyard near the fallen garage. 
 
The loud and untidy failures of the Hooches pour from the exits. 
 
In fact, with three ten-milligram Valiums in her, Agnes Hooch is beguiling. 
 
“Hey, Doc, I hear you’re getting married,” says Mr. Hooch. 
 
On the way out, I heard Mr. Hooch whistling on the back porch. 
 	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  1	  Lines containing the word/s Hooch, Hooches, or Hooch’s from Barry Hannah’s novel 
Ray, 1980. 
There has not been time to say that little Constance Hooch had her legs backed over by a school 
bus and lost one of them. 
 
I said, “My God, Mr. Hooch, that’s the way to talk.” 
 
‘What the Hooches can’t help, they can’t help. 
 
Agnes Hooch has said nothing during the funeral. 
 
Toward the end of the ceremony Mrs. Hooch raises a dreadful animal wail of fearful, unknown, 
soprano lamentation. 
 
“Mr. Hooch and Agnes bought a propane lantern and it exploded. 
 
Hooch was burned to a crisp and he weighed about a hundred pounds. 
 
Fire at Night by J. Hooch 
 
Okay, now I’ve come back from the humiliation of never thinking a better poem than Mr. 
Hooch. 
 
Mainly, it’s because his poems are not going well and he still can’t come anywhere close to old J. 
Hooch. 
 
I have talked of pornography and medicine and love of art---which is Mr. Hooch’s poems. 
 
Mr. Hooch was there and I caught him in the very act of writing. 
 
Mr. Hooch has his hands on a pencil. 
 
It seemed that the Collected Poems of J. Hooch are going to be a published fucking reality. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
6. My Fortuneteller 
 
I am going to the fortuneteller machine tonight.  I need to assess my value.  I want to 
know how much I’m worth.  The buttons beep under my finger as I push in my secret.  
This is my daily dose of numerology.  One of the many times in a day when I’m reduced 
to a number, but I chose this one, that makes it special.  It’s my ritual because only I 
know the secret number and its secret meaning, its code.  Except for my fortuneteller.  It 
knows too, and that’s when our transaction is unique.  I’m rewarded for pushing the right 
buttons.  I step up to the machine.  I look around first because this is a special moment 
that could be ruined by the presence of others.  If there’s someone else using the 
fortuneteller, I’ll go away.  I don’t ever want to see anyone else using my fortuneteller 
machine.   
 
Once I’m alone and standing in front of it, I reach into my pants for my wallet.  I pull out 
my customized plastic and magnet card.  Its raised numbers are like braille, and I could 
easily do this with my eyes closed, I’ve memorized this dance.  I insert it perfectly, 
because I know my fortuneteller is very particular with how it wants me to put it in.  
Once I’ve gotten it in I feel the lights change on my face, it’s as if my fortuneteller is 
blushing, through its screen.  Now is the time for me to beep the buttons.  I’ve got two 
options, the touch screen or the big braille ones.  I like the touch screen this time, it’s like 
a skin, and the heat from my finger is the only information my fortuneteller needs to 
understand what I’m communicating.  It gets me.  It contains part of me inside of it.  I 
can hear the machines gearing inside.   
 Finally my fortune is ready and I can hear the wheels of delivery turning.  The whirring 
and clicking is its non-verbal communication, its body language.  I couldn’t be more 
ready to receive what it’s about to give me.  Finally, its mouth opens, and it vomits out 
my fortune, a perfect $20 bill.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
